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walking towards her father·with sure 
steps. "What have you decided?" she 
asked. 
The King thought about ·rt, turn1ng 
over bis reply, trying to find another way 
to answer. There was not any other way, 
be thought, and so the answer came forth 
the same as it had been before: "No." 
"So!" she yelled. "If you will not let 
me marry him, simply because be is not 
of our position, I should think I will run 
away!" 
"You will not marry him, and you 
will not run away," said the King 
calmly. "There is but one way out of 
here, only one path where you could go 
unseen. Surely, you are not thinking of 
tempting the Dragon." 
She stared at her father, defying him, 
and then opted to hurt him: "Mother 
would have understood." 
The King groped for his chair and sat 
down, as he always did when anybody 
mentioned bis queen. "Do not ... " 
whispered he. "Please, your mother ... " 
"Is dead! She is dead because of 
you!" 
"Shhh!" 
''Now you stand to lose me also, and 
you would prefer that rather than to let 
me marry the one I have chosen. The 
Dragon I should defy!" She turned 
around and exited quickly, enraged, 
which was not apparent by the smile 
upon her lips, her beautiful face aglow. 
One of the King's servants entered, 
bowed, and spoke. "My lord ... the 
The King stared outside the window 
from the great room in his magnificent 
castle. The day was bright. He .could 
see the mountains far away with clarity. 
He thought about the matter that had 
been bothering him for the past few 
days. 
He expected his daughter to come in. 
The King, a slender man with an often 
sad face, was curious and anxious to find 
out if his daughter's affliction had 
passed. She had been in the same 
condition for the past weeks but had 
gotten worse lately. She would barely 
eat, doing absolutely nothing more than 
to argue and beg and holler. 
"What am I to do?" whispered the 
monarch to himself, a sigh taking all the 
air from him. He felt a desperation that 
was almost impossible to shake. He 
reminded himself that he was a king, to 
act as such. "Get a hold of yourself, 
Your Highness," he said. "You are 
above this. She is your daughter and this 
is your castle. Beyond, your kingdom. 
Behave like the great king that you are 
and do not allow yourself any foolery." 
Again, though, even after his best 
effort, he sighed. He was consumed 
with the problems his daughter had 
brought to him. And now here she came 
again. 
"Father?" she asked in a finn voice, 
the voice of a ruler in waiting. 
He hesitated to answer. "Yes," he 
replied finally. 
She entered, her slender figure 
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The path was clear. On one side was 
the cave, carved into the mountain, and 
on the other was a very tall and solid 
rock wall. It was the only way out of the 
confines of the castle, if they wanted to 
elope unseen. It was the only path with 
no guards. Neither friend nor foe would 
dare cross in front of the Dragon's home. 
The fear was enough. There had never 
been an incident. 
"How do we know he is truly 
asleep?" asked the young man in a 
"'1lisper. · 
"Shhh ... " 
He asked again, this time in an even 
lower voice. 
"He snores. Is that not enough for 
you?" The Princess turned to him and 
touched his flawless face. "Come, now. 
It is only a few more steps." 
They walked carefully, keeping their 
sights on the end of the path, which was 
not very far away, and after which they 
could run and have a chance of hiding if 
the Dragon awoke. 
"I love you," said the young man to 
the Princess, squeezing her hand. 
"Shhh ... you fool ... ," she 
answered. "We have almost made it. 
Do not spoil it now." 
They were just past the cave. The 
Princess had a feeling of 
accomplishment and her chosen one a 
sense of relief. "We are almost there," 
she whispered in a very low voice ... 
which the Dragon had heard clearly, as 
he had listened to everything else they 
had said without really understanding. 
The Dragon had been asleep, but he 
had heard their first steps into his 
periphery. He had continued to snore-it 
became a farce. He had sniffed the air 
very subtly to discover a smell that he 
recognized, that of a child who had 
defied him before, playing carelessly 
outside while he pretended to be asleep 
Sure enough, the Dragon lay asleep. 
They could bear him snoring inside the 
cave, completely dark as it was, which 
meant that his eyes were closed. When 
he was awake, the large eyes could not 
be missed, glowing with an orange fire. 
At dusk, the Princess and her chosen 
one prepared to leave. They packed 
lightly. The heaviest thing they carried 
was a bag full of coins of the highest 
denomination, with which they would be 
able to live for a long time, long enough, 
she hoped, for her father's wrath to be 
appeased. She would come back then. 
"Are you sure this is the thing to do?" 
asked her chosen one, a handsome 
young man, twenty-two years old. "The 
Dragon--are you not afraid of him?" 
"Are you?" 
He did not have to think about it. 
"Yes. Very much so." 
"There is not much to be worried 
about. It is not known to the people, but 
in the castle it is common knowledge 
that the Dragon mostly sleeps. I myself 
have played near him more than once 
while he slumbered." She looked at her 
chosen one and could tell he was not 
convinced, so she said something that 
would make him decide on the spot: ''If 
you want to consummate your affairs 
with me, we will walk by the Dragon 
hand in hand." 
"Agreed!" 
Dragon--should we attempt to chain 
him?" 
"No. No use risking that many 
lives." The King sighed confidently. 
"My daughter is all I have left, and she 
knows this well. She will not dare. 
Besides, that Dragon is good only for 
long, long naps. She will not risk it, I 
am sure, but should she, I expect the 
Dragon to be asleep." 
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Princess know, squeezing her hand even more 
tightly. She sensed that he was about to say 
something again and turned her head back to 
look at him, for she was leading. 
"Shhh ... almost ... there ... " There was 
a smile of satisfaction in her face as they 
continued forth. 
Then, very unexpectedly and even more 
unfortunate, the young couple heard a great, 
loud inhaling noise behind them. 
When they turned around, they had time 
only to gasp in horror at the enormous ball of 
fire that charged in their direction. 
Inside the castle, the King heard the distant 
roar of the Dragon, and sank into his chair 
touching his heart. 
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so many times. Forgiveness had not been easy 
then, but she had been a child and the Dragon 
had forgiven. Now the Princess was not a girl, 
had not been for a long time, and yet she was 
determined to defy him. This time it was 
unforgivable. 
The Dragon had heard every move and had 
played along easily. Once, when they were in 
front of the entrance of his cave, he had 
chanced opening one eye, only very slightly. 
He had seen the two silhouettes sneaking past 
him. He had closed his eye again but opened 
his ears. 
From that moment he had started to brew 
fire deep down in his old belly. He waited for 
the right moment, which came now. 
The young man was excited and let the 
